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" give more interest" as the humour of
the old man with the basket does to
Cleopatra's dying; but should it come as
we had dreamed in love's frenzy to our
dying for that woman's sake, we would
find that the discord had its value from
the tune.
Nor have we chosen illusion in choosing
the outward sign of that moral genius that
lives among the subtlety of the passions,
and can for her moment make her of the
one mind with great artists and poets. In
the studio we may indeed say to one
another " character is the only beauty,"
but when we choose a wife, as when we
go to the gymnasium to be shaped for
woman's eyes, we remember academic
form, even though we enlarge a little the
point of interest and choose " a painter's
beauty," finding it the more easy to believe
in the fire because it has made ashes.
When we look at the faces of the old
tragic paintings, whether it is in Titian or
in some painter of medieval China, we find
there sadness and gravity, a certain empti-
ness even, as of a mind that waited the
supreme crisis (and indeed it seems at
times as if the graphic art, unlike poetry